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Synopsis of Previous Chapters.

astounds the natives by the gorgeous-
ness of his ralment. His stepbrother,

dli

iF

She wishes Joe to accom-
her and her grandfather to Parls.
Joe refusesand leaves Cansan to avold
arrest for the trouble at Judge Plke's.
VII—Joe is heard from two Years
later as & ticket seller for a side show.
Fugene Bantry also meeta him saven
years later In a low resort in New
York, but wisely refrains from adver-
tising it. VIII—Joe returns to Canaan
. Even his father
{gnores him, and he in refused accom-
modations at the National House. IX
—Joe 1= welcomed at the “Beach.” and
“Happy Fear,” one of Joe's admirers,
seriously assanits Nashville Corey, a
detractor. At the end of Happy's lerm
In prison he visits Joe, who now has &
law office on the square, with a living
room adjoining. Joe has a large prac-
tice, principally among the lower
classes, and i3 frequently attackel by
the Tocsin. Joo begins, in his lonsli-
ness, to yleld to the seduction of the
bottle. Bantry's engagement to Mamle
Pike is announced. Bantry is now as-
soclate pditor of the Toesin, owned by
Judge Plke. X—Joo awnkens after a
“had night” with the words, “Remem-
ber, across the Main-street bridge at
noon,” ringing in hls ears. He goes
there and is presently jolned by the
most heautiful and most beautifully
girl he has aver seen. XI—8he turns
out to be Arlel Tabor, arrived In Ca-
naan the night before from her long
sojourn In Parls. She has seen Joe as
she plighted from the train and, realiz-
ing his condition, bad escorted him
nome gfter exacting from him a prom-
ise to mest her the next day (Sunday)
across the Main-street bridge at noon.
Joe learns that Ariel is stopping at
Judge Pike's home, the judge having
entire charge of her money, etc. XIi—
Fugene Bantry, although engaged to
Mamis, Is much smitten with Arfal's
charms. Judge Plke tries his usual
blustering tactica with Arfel, but sub-
eides wien she tells him that he shall
ask him to turn over the care of her
estate to Joa Louden,
AI1I—Ariel holds a sort of informal re-
ception at Judge Pike’s and learns that
the “tough element” fs talking of run-

ning Joe Yor mayor.

OHAPTERR XIV.—Continued.

*Waltin' fer his chance at Cory,"” the
woman snswered hoskily, “I expect
be's afrald the cops are after him, too,
on account of the trouble, and he
doesn’t want to git locked up till he's
met Cory agaln. They aln’t after him,
but he may not know it. They haven't
heard of the trouble, 1 reckon, or
they'd of run Cory In. He's around
town today, drinkin' heavy, and 1
guess he's lookin' fer Mr. Fear about
as hard as Mr. Louden {s." Bhe rose
to her feet, lifted her coarse hands and
dropped them despalringly. “Ob, I'm
scared!" she suld. “Mr. Fear's be'n
mighty good to me.”

A elow and tired footstep was heard
upon the stalrs, and Joe's dog ran into
the room drooplugly, wagged his tail
with no eunergy and crept under the
desk. Mrs. Fear wheeled toward the
door and stood. rigld, her hands clineh-
ed tight, ber whole body stlll excep!
ber breast, which rose and fell with
ber tumultuous breathing. Bhe eould
not wall Ul the laggard step reached
the landing.

“Mr, Loudon!” she called suddenly.

Joe's voice came from the stalrway.
“It's all rightf, Clandine. Tt's all fixed
up. Don't worry.”

Mrs. Fear gave a thick ery of rellet
and sank back In her chalr as Joe 2n
tered the room. He came In sham-
blingly, with his hand over his eyes
gs If they were very {lred and the
light burt them, so that for A moment
or two he did not percelve the second
visitor. Then he let bl hand fall, re-
vealing & face white and worn.

“It's ull right, Clandine,” he repeated.
“It's all right”

He was moving to lay his hat op the
deak when his eye caught frst the
roges, then fell upon Ariel, and he stop-

|
|
HARPER & BROTHERS l

day.” She nodded slightly toward Mra
., “1 can walt. | am very glad
you bring good news.”
Joe turued dazedly toward the otber
“Olaudine,” be said. “you've been ftell
Ing Miss Tabor.”
“] cert'nly have!™ Mrs. Fear's ex-
pression bad cleared, and her tone
*1 don't see no barm
I'm sure she's a good friend

t
and turned agaln
Mrs. Fear. “I've had a long talk wi

“I'm awful glad. 1s be 1ls-

to reason ¥ she asked with a titter.

“He's walting for you."

“Where?" She rose quickly.

“Stop,” sald Joe sbarply. “You must
be very careful with him"—

“Don’t you s'pose I'm goln' to be?”
she Interrupted, with a catch in ber
volee. “Don't you s'pose I've bad
trouble enough ™

“No,” said Joe deliberately and im-
personally, “I don't. Unless you keep
remembering to be careful nll the
tme you'll follow the fdrst lmpulse
you have. as you did yesterday, und
your excuse wil be that you never
thought any bharm would come of It
He's In 2 queer mood, but he will for
give you If you ask him"—

“Well, aln't that what I want to
do?” she exclaimed.

“1 koow, I know,” he sald, dropplog
into the desk chalr and pasalng his
band over his eyes with a gesture of
mfinite weariness. “But you must be
very careful. 1 honted for him most
of the night and all day. He was try
lng to keep out of my way because he
didn't want me to find him until be
had met this fellow Nashville Happy
1s a bard man to come at when he
doesn’t care to be found, and he kept

to
th

shifting from place to place untll 1j

ean bhim down. Then I got him In o
corner and told him that you badn't
meant any harm—which Is always
true of you, poor woman—and | didn't
leave him till be bhad promised me to
torgive you If you would come and
ask him. And yon must keep him out
of Cory's way until 1 can arrange &
have bim--Cory, [ mean—sent out of
town. Wil yont"

- | this morning, and untll T came here 1
. | heard what bad bappened, | thought

e

Ing upon tiptos, turned out the gas,
“No,” sho continued, seated again and
looking across the desk at him, “1
wanted to see you at the first posaible
apportunity, but what I have to say"—

“Walt” be interrupted. “Let mo tell
you why I did not come yesterday "

“You need not tell me, [ know*
Bhe glanced 'at the chaly which bhad
been occupled by M. Foar, "1 knew
Inat night that they had sent for you"

“You did!™ be exclalmed, “Ab, T up-
derstand! Sam Warden must have told
you."

" ahe sald. “It waa be, And 1
have been ever slnce how
he heard of 1t' He knew last night,
but there was nothing In the papers
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terday that he found life
able. Do you find it so™
“Why, no!™ he answered, surprised.

“Do you hate Canaan "

“Certaloly pot!™ |

“You don't find It dull, provinclal, un- |
sympathetic?™

He langhed cheerily. “Well, there's
this,” he explained: “T have an advan-
tage over your friend. I see a more lu-
teresting side of things probably. The
people I live nmong are pretty thor
ough cosmopolites In a way, and the
life I lead™—

“1 think | begin to undérstand a lit-
tle about the life you lead,” she inter-
rupted. “Then you don’t complain of
Canaant

“Of course not."

She threw him a quick, bright, happy
look, then glanced agald at the chalr |
In which Mrs. Fear had sat. “Jos," she
sald, “last night I beard the people
singing In the houses, the old Sunday
evening way. It ‘took me back sol!'"

“Yea, it would. And something else.
There's one hymo they slng more than
any other. It's Canaan's favorite. Do
you know what It 187"

“Is it ‘Rescue the Perisbhing? ™

“That’s it. ‘Rescug the Perishing!'"™
be cried and, repeating the words
aguin, gave forth n peal of lnughter so
bearty that It brought tears to his eyes,
“‘Rescue the Perishing!' "

At fArst she did oot understand his
laughter, but after a moment she did'
and jolned bher own to It, though with
a certnin tremulousness, !

“Why, cert'nly,” she answered,
smiling, ‘“Ihat Nashviile's the vwrry |
last person I ever want te see again— 1e
the fresh thing!” Mrs, Fear's burden
had fallen; her relief was perfect, and
ghe beamed vapidly. But Joo marked
her renewed Irresponsibility with an
anxions eye,

“You musiu't wake any mistakes.'
be sald, rising stifly with fatigue.

“Not me. [ don't take no more
shances," she responded, tittering hap-
plly; “not after yesterday. My, but
it's & load off my shoulders! [ do hate
it to have gen'lemen quarreling over
me, especinlly Mr, Fear. [ pever did
like to start apything. 1 lke to see
people laugh and be friendly, and I'm
mighty glad it's all blown over. 1|
kind o thought !t would all along.
Palio!” 8he burst into genuine, nolay
imughter, “I don't expect either of
‘em meant no real harm to each other
after they got cooled off a Mitle, 1If
they'd met today they'd probably both
mn., Now, Mr. Louden, where's Hap-
or

Joe went to the door with her. He
waited 8 moment, perplexed; then his
brow cleared, nnd he sald In a low
volee: “You know the alley beyaond
Vent Milier's poolroom? Go down' the
alley till you come to the second gate.
Go In, and you'll see & basement door
opening Into n MNttle room under MH
ler's bar, The door won't be locked,
and Happy's in there walting for you.
But remember”—

“Ob, don't you worry!"™ she cut him
off loudly, “I know him. Inside of
an hour I'll have bim laughin' over all
this. You'll see!"

When she had gone he stood upon
the landing looking thoughtfully aft-
or her. ‘“Perbaps, after all, that Is

the best mood to Jet her meet him in"
he murmured.

Then, with a deep breath, he turned.
The heavy perfume had gone, the alr
was clear and sweet, and "Arlel was
pressing her face Into the roses agaln.
As be saw how llke them she wis le
was shaken with a profound and mys
terlous slgh, like that which moves In
the breast of one who listens In the
dark to his dearest musie,

CHAPTER XV,
KNOW how tired you are” sald
Ariel an he came back Into the
room, *1 ahall not keep you
long."
“Al, please dol” he returned quickly,
beginning to fumble with the shade of
a stodent lamp st one end of the desk.
“Lot me do that"” she aald, “8it
down” He obeyed at once and wateb.

o

od ber as shs It the lamp and, stretch

“It is funny, ln't 117" sald Joe, wip-
lng the molsture from his eyes. Then
all trace of mirth left him, “Is It really
you, alttlng bere and laughing with
me, Ariel 7

*It seems to be” she answered In o
low volee. “I'm not at all sure.”” 3

“You didn't think yesterday nfter-
poor,” he began almost in a whisper—
“you didn't think that I bad falled to
come because 1"— He grew very red
and sbifted the sentence awkwardly,
“T was afraid you might think that I
was—that 1 dido't come because I
might have been the same way agaln
that 1 was when—when I met you at
the station?”

“Oh, no!" she answered gently. “No.
I knew better.”

“And do you know," bhe faltered,
“that that s all over? That It ean |
never happen again " |

“Yes, 1 know It," she returned gulick-
]’, |

“Then you know a little of what I/
owe you."

“No, no,” ahe protested. |

“Yes,” he sald. “You've made that
change in me already. It wasn't hard |
=it won't be—though It might have
been If—If yon hadn't come soon,” |

“Tell me something,” sbe demanded.
“If these people had not sent for you |
yesterday, wonld you have come fo|
Jodge Plke’'s bouse to see me? You
sajd you would try.,” 8he laughed 8
liftle and looked away from bim, "I
want o kmow If you would have
come."”

There was a silence, and In spite of |
ber averted glance she kuew that he |
was looking at ber steadily, Pinally,
“Don't you know?" he sald. [

Bhe shook her head and blushed
faintly, |

“Don't you know " he repeated. |

Bhe looked up and met his eyes, and |
thereupon both became very grave |
*Yes, 1 do,” ehe answered., “You would '
bave come, When you left me nt the |
gate and went away yon were afrald. |
But you wonld have come."”

“Yen, 1'd have come, You are right. |
I was afrald at first, but | knew,"” bhe
went on rapidly, “that you would have |
eome to the gnte to meet mo.” |

“You understood that?" she cried, |
bor eyea sparkling and her fica ﬂmh-:
Ing bapplly. ,

“Yos. I knew that you wouldn't
have nsked me to come,” le spld, with |
& cateh 1o his volee which wns Hulf |
chuckle, half groan, *if yon hadn't

meant to take care of me, And It|

again they Inughed together, bat only
for & moment, becomlng sorlovs und
vory quiet almost Instantly,

[ baven't thanked you for the
roses,” ho sald,

“Oh, yes, you did!
looked at thew."

“8o 1 Q" be whispered, “I'm glad
you gaw, To And them hore took my
breath away—and to find you with
them"-—

“1 brought thew this mornlug, you
know."

“Wonld you have come If you had
not anderstood why [ falled yestor
day "

“Ol, yos, | think sol" she returned.
the fine edge of a smile upon her Hps.
“For a tme Inst evening, before 1

Whon you firat

you were too frightensd a friend to
bother nbout.”

“You ought to look after
your own property,” he sald, “You
surely have plenty of time"

“You mean—you mesn you won't
help me?" she returned, with intention-
al pathos.

“Artel™ be laughed sbhortly In an-
swer; then nsked, "What makes you
think Judge Plke lsn't trustworthy ™

“Nothing very definite perbaps, un-
leas 1t was his look when 1 told him
that I meant to ask yon to take charge
of things for me."

“He's been rather bhard prossad this
year, 1 think,"” said Joo. “You might
be right—If he condd have found A way,
I hope ho hasn't."

“I'mi hfrald,” she began gayly, “that
I kmow very llttle of my own affalrs.
He sent mo 1 draft every thres months,

( =

“Joe,” she eried in a volee of great pain,
“gyou mustn't feel Uike thas!”

with recelpts and other things to sign
and return to bitn. I haven't the falnt-
est notlon of what I own—except the
old house and some money from the In-
come that I hadn't used and brought
with me. Jodge Plke has all the pa-
pers—everything.”

Joe looked troubled,
bor, did he"—

“The dear man!” Bbe shook bor
bead. “He was Just the same., To ki
poor Unecle Jonas' money seemed to
come from henven through the hands
of Judge Plke"—

“And there's n handsomae roundabout
way!" sald Joe.

“Wasn't it she agreed cheerfully.
“And he trusted the judge absolutely,
T don't, you see.”

“Aund Roger Ta-

| He gave her a thoughtful look and
| nodded. *No, ho lsn't & good man,” he

sald, “not even anccording to his lights,
but I doubt If he could have managed
to get awny with anythlog of conse-
quence after he became the adminis-
trator. Fle wouldn't have tried It prob-
ably unless he was more desperitely
pushed than I think he has been. Tt
would have been too dangerous, Bup-
pose yon wnlt a week or so and think
It over.”

“But there's something 1 want you lo
do for me Immediately, Joe.'"

“Whitt’s that?"

"] want the old him
I'm golng to live th

“Alone?"

“I'm almost tWeliy sels
belng enough of nn ol ¢
risk Canaan's thinklug e oo
len't it?"”

“1t will think apnything you do 144
right.”

“And once” she cried, "Il thoush
everything 1 did wrong!"”

“Yes, That's the difference.”

“Yon mean It will commend me be

eame to me that you wounld know how  eause I'm thought rleh?’

$o do It*

Bho Jeaued back o her chafr, and |

“No, no,” he sald meditatively, "It

e In Jove with you,"

“Quite everybody!" nhe nuked,

“COortalnly,” he replied. “Anybody
who didu't would be a 2 ,

“Ah, Joe!" sbe laughed. “You al
yeays wore the nhesst boy In the world,
my dear!™

At that he turned toward her with
a sudden movement, and his lips part-
od, but not to speak. She had rested
ono arm upon the desk and ber choek
upon her hand: ™o pen she had plek:
od up, stiil absently held n her fin-
gora, tonchiug her MHps, and It wak
given to bim te know that he would
always keep that pon, though he would

shadow of her hat
blotted out In darkness behind her.
Like tho background of an antigue
portralt, the otfice, with Its dusty cor-
pors and ahelves and hideous wafe,
leaving the charming
face
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rose, turning slightly away
but not wo far that he conld not see
the sudden ngitation lu her face,

“Ab" he cried, rising, too, “1 don't
want you to think I don't understand
or that 1 meant 1 abould ever ask you
to stay here! 1 couldn’t mean that
You know [ couldn't, den't you! You
know 1 understand that it's all just
your beautiful friendliness, don't you 1

“Et tnn't beantiful; iU's just e, Joa,"
she said. “It conldn't be any other
m-"

“It's enough that you should be bere
pow,” ba went on bravely, his volce
wheady, though Lis hand ahook. "Noth.
lng so wonderful as your staying could
over sctunlly bappen. It's just a light
coming luto a dark room and out agaln,
One dny loug ago, | never forgot It
some apple Liossoma blew by we as |
passed an orchard, and it's lke that
too. But, ol, my dear, when you go
you'll leave a fragrance in my heart
that will last]”

Bhe turned townrd him, her face suf-
fused with a rosy light. “You'd rather
bave dled than have sald that to me
once,'* she erled. “I'm glad you're
weuk snough now to coufess It!"

He sank down agaln into Wis chalr,
and his arms fell hesvily on the desk.
“Confess Jt!" he cried despalringly.
“And you don't deny thal you're golng
awhy agaln-so s troe! 1 wish I
hada't vealleed It S0 soon. I think I'd
rather have tried to fool myself about
it a little Jonger!”

“Joe," she eried In o voles of great
pain, “you mustn't feel like that! How
do you know l'm golng away again?
Why should 1 want the old house put
In order unless | mean to stay) And if
I went you know that I could never
ehnnge. You know bow I've always
cared for you"—

“Yes," he sald, "1 do know bow. It
was alwnys the same, and It always
will be, won't It

“I've shown that” ahe returned
quickly,

“Yes. You say 1 kmow how you've
cared for ma, and 1 do. 1 know how,
It's just In one certaln way—Jonathan
and David"—

“Isn’t that & pretty good way, Joe?"

“Never fear that I don't undorstand!”
He got to his feot again and looked at
her steadily,

“Thank you, Joe." Bhe wiped sudden
tears from her eyes.

“Don't you be sorry for me,” he sald,
“Do you think that ‘passing the loye of
women' lsn't enough for met"

“No,"” she answered humbly.

“I'll have people at work on the old
r:.uu tomorrow.” he began. “And for

“I've kept you ao long!” she Inter
tupted, helped to n meek sort of gay-
ety by his matter of fact tone. “Good
night, Joe.” Bhe gave him her hand.
“T don't want you to come with me, It
lan't very Inte, and this ls Canaan.”

he sald, pleking up his hat,
go nlone,"”

“But you are so tived, yon"—

She was Interruptéd, There were
muilled, fiying footsteps on the stalre,
and a shabby little man ran fortively
into the room, sbut the door behind
him and set hig back aguinst 1t His
face wis mottled lke a colored map.
thick lines of perspiration sbiniog
across the splotchoes,

“Joe,” he panted, "I've got Naghville
good, and be's got me good too, I got
to clear out. He's xed me good, but
he won't trouble nobody"—

Joe wan across the room llke a Ay
ing shadow.

“Qulet!” His volee rang llke a shot,
and on the Instant his hand fell sharp-
ly ncross the speaker’'s month, *In
there, Haopy!"

“You ean't

o't tsut. It's becanse everybody will

(Continued next week.)

“1 want to come with you, howaver,"

Don't lot your ehlld sufl
cough when you ean éure it with Bal-
lard's Horehound Syrup, & sure oure
for Coughs, Brouohitls, Influenss, Oroup
and Pulmonary Dissases, Buy a bottle
and try it. Sold by Hart's Drug Store,

B. 1. Laughter, lyhalia, hisa., writos
“I1 have two children who had eroup,
tried wany different remedios, but
must suy your Horehound Syrup I
best Croup and Cough mediclne I
whed.” Sold by Hart's Drug Store,

“Our
Shoes”

Means Standard of Merit,
Qur Servicemand jour
methods of business are of
the highest excellence as
wellas all of our Footwear
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Everything is of the highest
except our prices, and they
are always the lowest

Our Specialties;Are
Loggers sad long haod made

S. A. GIMRE

8 Bond Bt oppoaite Fisher Bros
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GOLDEN!
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HAFFNER CD
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WINES, LIQUORS AND CIOARS.

The Owl Concert Hall

Formerly the LaTosca

The Leading Amusement
House in Astoria

Good munle, Everybody weloome.

————

Chas. Niemi,  Proprietor

208 Antorla wireet.

Eagle Concert Hall

[480 Astor Bt.] \

AN
The leading amusoment house.
Agonoy for Edison Phomographe swd
Gold Moulded Recorda,
P. A. PETERBON, Prop
s, oS T Y]
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